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The Nebrasks State Journal calls at
tention to the fact that Uncle Sam’s
opesing of & 4,000acre tract in the
Worth Platte irrigation district for set-
tlemest praciically winds up the “free
land distcibution™ of the nation. It
adds

“Free or cheap land has beem
the American safety valva., A
pepulztion straining for self-bet-
termest hxs had its own remedy—
to go west and grow up with the
oountry. With the government
reduced to advertising an opening
of fortythree farms, the safetly
walve may be considered forever
closed. The expansive energy for-
merly exerted ontward, must here-
after work itself out intensively.
Imcrossing Tand speculation, with
ragidiy rising prices of land and
propariionately increasing dissat-
fafaction among the landless would
seem inevitable. The tone of our
politics and the intensity of our

social problems cannot but be vi

tally ehanged under the strain of

dealing fnternally with a social
pressure which hitherto has had
the wilderpess to vent itself upon.

= “land dumger will soon becomse a
reality im this rapidly growing country
and lhe constant pressure of popula-
tiom, imcreasingly higher than the ratio
of prodsction, is bound to bring us
face o face with economic problems
that we have heretofore considered re-
mote. The farsighted statesman and
publicist must devote his thought
earpestly to the consideration of these
wquestions If we are to escape the ex-
tremoes which curse the older nations
of the worid ™

Ian the sbove will be found one of
the rexsons that the Canadian Govern-
menl is offering 160 acres of land fres
to the actual settler. There i3 no
dearth of homesteads of thls size, and
the iand fs of the highest quality, be-
ing sech as produces yields of from 30
to 68 bushels of wheat per acre, while
oats run from fifiy to over hundred
bushels per acre. It is not only a mat-
ter of free grants, but in Western Can-
ada ares also to be had other lands at
prices ranging from $12 to $30 per
acre, the difference in price being
largely a matter of location and dis-
tance fom railway. If one takes into
consideration the scarcity of (ree
grant lands in the United States it is
not difiecnit to understand why there
hasa beem most material advances In
the price of farm lands.

A few years ago, land that now sells
for two hundred dollars an acre in
fowa, could have been bought for sev-
entpfive dollars an acre or less. The
fncremsad price Is warranted by the
facreased value of the product ratsed
on these farms. The land that today
cam be had in Western Canada at the
low prices gquoted will In a less time
than ¢hat taken for the lowa lands to
fncrexse, have a proportionate in-
crease. o Nebraska the lands that
sold for zixteen to twenty dollars per
scre seven years ago, find a market at
one Wundred and seventy-five dollars
an acre, for the same reason given for
the increase in Jlowa lands. Values
in those wo Ststes, as well as in oth-
era that mizht Be mentioneg, show
that Western Canada lands are going
at a somg at their present prices. In
mauy cases in Western Canada today,
there are American settlers who real-
ize thia and are placing a value of
sixty and seventy dollars an acre on
thelr improved farms, but would sell
only because they can purchase un-
improsvad land at such a low price that
in anctbver few years they would have
equally xs good farms as they left or
such xs their friends have in the Unit-
od States

The worth of the crops grown In
Westers Canada is8 of higher wvalue
than thos= of the States named, so why
whowid the land not be worth fully as
mwch. Any Canadian Government
Agent wii be glad to give you Infor-
mation as Lo homestead lands or where
you camn buy—Advertisement.
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CHAPTER XXVIili—Continued,
—1

The light, gushing from the opaque
bood, made the safe door a glare, and
was thrown back into her Intent young
face. Even so, he would have recog-
nized the sharp silhouette cut by her
lithe, sweet body against the glow, the
poise of her head, the carriage of her
shoulders, the graclous bosom round-
ing her tallored coat.

She was all in black, even to her
gloved hands—no trace of white or any
color showing on her person but the
fair curve of her cheek below the
mask and the red of her lips. And if
that were not enough, the intelligence
with which she attacked the combina-
tion and the confident, businesslike
precision that distinguished her every
action proved her an apt pupil in that
business.

His thoughts were all weltering in
misery and confusion. He knew what
thin encounter meant, appreciated that
it explained many things he would
have thought questionable had not the
strength of his infatuation forbade him
to consider them at all; but in the pain
and anguish of that moment he could
entertain but one thought, which pos-
sessed him altogether—the thought
that she must somehow be saved from
the crime she contemplated.

But while he delayed, shrinking from
the necessity of discovering himself
to her, it was made clear that she had
become sensitive to his presence.

He had made no sound since she en-
tered, had not even stirred; but some-
how she had divined that someone was
there, in the recess of the window,
watching her.

In the act of opening tha safe—
working the combination from that
very sheet of paper on which he had
made memoranda of its sequence—he
eaw her pause, freeze to a pose of at-
tention, then tura to stare directly at
the portiere behind which he was con-
cealed. And through an eternal sec-
ond he watched her kneeling there, so
still that she seemed not even to
breathe, her gaze fixed and level, walt-
Ing for some sound, somse tremor of
the drapery folds to confirm her sus-
plcion.

When at length she stirred it was to
rise In one swift, alert movement.
And now as she paused with her slight
shoulders squared and her head thrown
back defiantly, challengingly, he knew
she knew he was there.

As if without will of his own, but
drawn irresistibly by her gaze, he
stepped out from hiding.

And since he was no more the Lone
Wolf, but now a simple man in agony,
with no consideration for their situa-
tion, with no thought for the fact that
they were both housebreakers and that
the slightest sound might raise a hue
and cry upon them, he took a faltering
step toward her, stopped, flung forth a
hand with a gesture of appeal, and
stammered:

“Lucy—you—"

His voice broke. He waited.

Bhe didn't answer other than to re-
eoll as though he had offered to strike
her, and she commenced to retreat,
wearing a look of utter grief and
wretchedness, until presently the tabla
stopped her, and she leaned back
against it, as if glad of the support.

“Oh'!" she cried, trembling—"why—
why did you do it™

He might have answered her In
kind, but self-justification passed his
power. Ha couldn't say: “Because to-
night you made me lose faith in life
itseif, and I thought to forget you by
golng to the devil the quickest way I
knew—this way!™—though that was
true. He couldn't say: “Because, a
thief from boyhood, habit proved too
strong for me, and I couldn't withstand
temptation!”—for that was untrue.

He could only hang his head and
wretchedly confess: “I don’t know.™

As If he hadn't spoken, as if she
bhadn't heard, she cried again. “Why—
oh, why—did you do it? | was so proud
of you, so sure of yvou—the man who
had turned straight bacaunse of me!
It compensated. But now!"™

Her voice broke In a short, dry sob.

“Compensated?" he repeated stupid-
iy.

“Yes, compensated.” She threw
back her head with a gesture of impa-
tience. “For this—don't you under-
stand ™—for this that I'm dolng! You

his power, and you didn't; I knew, if I
went away with vou he'd never rest
antil be h d you murdered, if he had
to fellow you round the world to do it!
And I thought if I could mislead him
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overcome my terror of him—I might
be able to communicate with the po-
lice, denounce him.”

She hesitated, breathless and ap-
pealing.

At her first words he had drawn
close to her; and all their speech was
couched in muted murmurings, barely
more than whisperings. And this was
quite instinctive, for in the passion of
that meeting both had been carried be-
yond considerations of prudence, their
most coherent thought being that now,
once and for all time, all misunder-
standing between them must be done
away with.

And mnow, as naturally as though
they had been lovers always, Lanyard
possessed himself of her hand.

“You cared as much as that!™ he
said.

“I love you,” she declared tensely—
“T love you so much I am ready to sac-
rifice everything for you—life, liberty,
honor—

“Hush, dearest, hush!™ he begged,
half distracted between joy and pain.

1 mean it; if honor could hold me
back, do you think I would have bro-
ken in here tonight to rob for Ban-
non?"”

“He sent you, eh?” Lanyard com-
mented in a dangerous voice.

“He was too cunning for me, I was
afraid to tell you. I meant to tell—to
warn you this evening in the cab. And
then I thought perhaps if I were cold
and distant and let you go on believing
me the worst of women—perhaps you
would go away, save yoursell, forget
me."”

“Never!™

“1 tried to earry out my program of
Iying to him, but he wouldn't have It.
They forced the truth from me by
threats.”

“They wouldn't dare—"

“They dare anything, I tell you, But
it wasn't threats of personal injury to
me, but to you, if I refused to tell them
the truth, the whole truth. They knew
enough of what had happened,
through their sples, to go on, and they
tormented and bullied me until I broke
down and told them everything. And
when they learned you had replaced
the jewels hers, Bannon told me I must
return and bring them to him. He said
if I refused he'd have youn killed be-
fore morning. I held out until to-
night; then, just as 1 was going to bed,
he received a telephone message, and
told me you were driving a taxi and
were being followed by Apaches and
wouldn't live till daylight if I refused.”

“You came alona?”

*“No. Three men brought me to the
gate. They're walting outside In the
p‘rk."

“Apaches?"

“Two of them—I presume they're
Apaches, at least. The third is Cap
tain Ekstrom.”

“Ekstrom!™ Lanyard cried
spair. “Is he—"

The dull but heavy slam of the great
front doors silenced him.

in de-

CHAPTER XXIX.
A Strange Interview.

HReleasing the girl instantly, before
the crash had ceased to reverberats
within those walls, Lanyard slipped to
one side of the doorway, whence he
could command the perspective of
salons together with a partial view of
the front doors.

He was no more than established
there, in the shadow and sheiter of the
portieres, when light from an electro-
ller flooded the reception hall.

It showed him first a single figure,
that of a handsome woman well be-
yond middle age, but still well poised
and vigorous of mien, a lady of com-
manding presence. She was in full
evening dress of such magnificence as
tc suggest attendance at some func-
tion of state. Even had he not known
well the features of Mme. Omber, ha
would have guessed her to be the mis-
tress of the establishment.

Standing beneath the chandeller,
she was restoring a key to a brocaded
handbag. This done, she turned her
head and spoke over her shoulder.
Fromptly there came into view a sec-
ond woman of much the same age, but
even more strong and able of appear-
ance—a woman in plain, dark gar-
ments, undoubtedly madame’s maid.

Handing over her handbag, Mme.
Omber unlatched the throat of her er-
mine cloak and surrendered it to the
servant's hands.

Her next words were audible to the
eavesdropper, and reassuring in so far
as they !nd.lmtad ignorance of any-

“Good-night.”

The maid moved off toward the main
staircase, while the mistress of the
house turned delfberately through the
salon toward the library.

At this, swinging back to the girl in
a stride, and !mpulsively grasping her
wrist to compel attention, Lanyard
spoke in a rapid whisper, mouth close
beside her cheek.

“This way,” he sald, imperatively
drawing her toward the window by
which he had entered.
cony outside—a short drop to the
ground.” And unlatching the window,
he urged her through it. “Try to leave
by the back gateway—the one I
showed you—avolding Ekstrom—"

“But you are coming!” she insisted,
hanging back.

“Impossible. There isn't time for us
both to escape undetected. I shall keep
her interested only long enough to give
you plenty of time to get away. But
take this"—and he pressed his auto-
matic Into her hand. “No—take f{t.
I've another,” he lied., “and you may
need it. Don't fear for me, but go—
oh, my heart—go!"™

The footfalls of Mme. Omber were
sounding ominously near by this time;
and without giving the girl more time
to protest, Lanyard thrust her forcibly
through the windows, closed them,
shot the latch and stole like a ghost
round the farther side of the desk,
pausing within a few feet of the screen
and safe.

The footsteps were muffled by a rug
in the drawing room—the woman was
walking slowly, bheavily, like one
weary and thoughtful.

Where the girl had placed it, behind
the cinnabar screen, the desk-lamp was
still alight, and Lanyard knew that the
diffusion of its reflected rays was
engugh to project his figure in sithcu-
ette against the glow distinctly visible
to one on the threshold.

Now everything hung upon the tem-
perament of the householder, how she
would take that apparition—whether
quietly, deceived by Lanyard's mum-
ming into believing she had only a
poor thievish fool to deal with, or with
bourgeoise hysteria.

In the latter event, Lanyard's hand
was ready planted, palm down, on the
top of the desk; should the other at-
tempt to raise an alarm, a single bound
would carry the adventurer across it in
full flight for the front doors.

In the doorway the mistress of the
house appeared and halted, quick,
glinting eyes shifting from the glow
on the floor to the dark figure of the
thief. Then, with a quick gesture, put-
ting forth a hand, she found the chan-
delier switch and iurned on a blaze
of light.

As this happened Lanvard cowered,
lifting an elbow as if to guard bis face
—as {f 2xpecting to find himsel! under
the muzzle of a revolver.

The gesture had the calculated ef-
fect of focusing the attention of the
woman directly to kim, after one swift
glance round had taken in the curtains
that were still swaying at the window,
and shown her a room tenanted only
by herself and a cringing thief. And
immediately it was made manifest that,
whether or not deceiyed, she meant
to take the situation guietly, if with a
strong hand.

Her evers narrowed and the muscles
of her square and almost masculine
Jaw stood out ominously as she looked
the intruder up and down in silence.
Eventually a’ fiicker of contempt mod-
erated the grimness of her dark coun-
tenance. She took three steps for-
ward, stopping on the other side of the
desk, her back to the doorway.

Lanyard trembled wisibly.

“Well!"—the word boomead like the
opening gun of an engagement. *““Well,
my man!”—the shrewd eyes swerved
to the closad door of the safe and
quickly back—again—"you don’'t seem
to have accomplished a great deal!™

Lanyard gripped the edge of the
desk, quivering.

“For God's sake, madame.” he blurt-
ed in a husky, shaken voice, nothing
Uke his own—"don't have me arrest-
ed! Give me a chance! 1 haven't
taken anything. Don't call the flics!™

He paused, lifting an uncertain hand
toward his throat, as If his tongue had
gone dry.

“Come, come!"” the woman answered,
with a look almost of pity. “I haven't
called anyone—as yet.”

The filugers of ons strong white hand
were drumming gently on the top of
the desk; thea, with a movement so
quick and sure that Lanyard himself
could hardly bave bettered it, they
slipped to a handle.of a drawer, jerked
it open, closed round the butt of a re-
volver acd presented it at Lanyard's

“There's a bal-'
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“Is ﬁat the truth?™

“You'va only to search me, ma-
dame!™

“Thanks!"” Madame's accents now
discovered a trace of somewhat dry
humor. *“I'll leave that to you. Turn
out your pockets on the desk there—
and remember, 1I'll stand no non-
sense!™ ’

The weapon covered Lanyard stead-
ily, leaving him no alternative but to
obey. As for that, he was glad of the
excuse to listen for any sound to indi-
cate how the girl was faring in her
flight. And he made a pretense of
trembling fingers to cover the slowness
with which he complied.

But he heard nothing.

When at length he had visibly turned
every pocket inside out, and their con-
tents lay upon the desk, the woman
looked them over incuriously.

“Put them back,” she said curtly.
“And then fetch that chair over there
—the one in the corner. I've a notion
1'd like to talk to you. That's the usual
thing, isn't £

“How?" Lanyard demanded with a
vacant stare.

“In all the eriminal novels I've ever
read, the law-abiding householder al-
wnys sits down and has a sociable chat
with the housebreaker—before calling
in the police. I'm afraid that's part of
the price you've to pay for my hospital-
ity.”

She paused, eyeing Lanyard inguis-
itively while he replaced his belong-
ings In his pockets. “Now get that
chair,” she ordered, and waited, stand-
ing until she had been obeyed. “That's
it—there! Sit down.”

Resting herself against the side of
the desk, the revolver held negligently,
the speaker favored Lanyvard with a
second inspection, at her leisure, the
hardness of her eyes modified, and that
anger which primarily had marked her
countemance gone by the ticie she
chose to pursue her catechism.

‘“What's your name? No—don't an-
swer! [ saw your eyes waver, and
I'm not interested in a makeshift alias.
But it's a stock question, you know.
Do you care for a cigar?”

She openad & mahogany humidor on
the desk and extracted a box.

“No, thanks.”

“Right—according to Hoyle—tha
criminal always refuses to smoke in
these scenes. But let’s forget the book
and write our own lines. I'll ask you
an original question: Why were you
acting just now?"

“Acting?” Lanyard repeated, in-
trigved by the acuteness of this mas-
terful woman's mentality.

“Precisely—pretending you're an or-
dinary criminal. For a moment I actu-
ally believed you afraid of me. But
you're neither that nor a common
cerock. How do I know? Becauso
you'ra unarmed; Yyour voice has
changed in the last two minutes to that
of a cultivated man; you've stopped
cringing and started thinking; and the
way you walked across the floor Just
now and kandled that chair showed me
how powerfully you're made. If [
hadn’'t found this revolver you could
overpower me in an instant—and I'm
no weakling, as women go. Then why
the acting?”

Studying his captor with narrow in-
tereat, Lanyard smiled faintly and
shrugged, but made no response. He
could do no more than this—no more
than spar for time. The longer he in-
dulged this woman in her whim for the
bizarre, the more assured were Lucy's

“Lucy—You—"

chances of escaps. By this time, he
reckoned, she must have found her
way through the service gate to the
street. But he was on edge with ap-
prehension.of mischance.

“Come, come!” Mme Omber Insist-
ed “You're hardly civil, my good man.
Answer my question.”™

‘You don't expect me to—do you?”

A glint of anger shone in the wom-
an’s eyes.

“You're right,” she sald shortly; “I
dare say Sidonie isn't asleep yet. [I'll
get her to telephone while [ stand
guard over you."

Bending over the desk, without re-
moving her gaze from the adventurer,
his captor groped fer, found and
pressed a call-button.

From some remote quarter of the
house sounded the grumbie of an elec-
tric bell.

“Pity you'rs so brazen,” she com-

mented. "Jﬂlljuhh--u..uul
(mnmm
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Columbaus, Ohio.—*“1 had almost given
vp. I had been sick for six years with
female troubles and
l”]ﬂ‘"’"mﬁ“ﬁ"q | nervousness. 1 hed
“'l;
nor fresh mest nor
chicken. From 173
pounds I went to
118 and would get so weak at times that
Ifell over. I began to take Lydia E.
Pinkham's Vegetable Compound, esnd
ten days later I could eat and it did not
hurt my stomach. I hsve taken the
medicine ever since and I feel like a
new woman. I now weigh 127 pounds
80 yon can see what it has done for me
already. My husband says he knows
your medicina has saved my life.”'—
Mrs. J. S. BaArRLOW, 1624 South 4th St.,
Columbus, Ohio.
=Lydia E. Pinkbam's Vegetable Com-
pound contains just the virtues of roots
and herbs needed to restore health and
strength to the weakened organs of the
body. That is why Mrs. Barlow, a
chronic invalid, recovered so completely.
It pays for women suffering from any

female silmenta to insist upon having
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com-
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She Would Never Know.
Mother—Young man, don't ever lat
me catch you kissing my daughter.
Young Man—No maam, [ won't,
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